LAURA : What is it ?
vYooDLEY : Soap.
LAURA : Soap ?

WOODLEY : Yes. Woodley's Wildflowers. Pretty

a;v ful, isn't it ? Still, 1 dare say it won't be so bad,

LAURA : Is there anything you'd rather do ?

WOODLEY : I don't know. Sometimes 1 think I
want to write. But 1 suppose that's just a phase
that Til pass through.

LAURA : I'm sorry my husband spoke to you as
he did the other evening about your writing.

WOODLEY : Oh, please, it's quite all right.

LAURA : I've been wanting to tell you that. It
hurt me.

WOODLEY : Oh, it doesn't matter. I don't think
Mr. Simmons quite understands.

LAURA : No. He's not very popular, is he ?

WOODLEY : Oh, I-----

LAURA : You needn't mind telling me. Or, you
needn't tell me. I know he's not. I don't know

why I asked.

WOODLEY : I don't think he means it.
LAURA : Do you wonder I don't care to go to
school functions, when I know how people are
feeling towards him, hating him, and me, as his
wife, as though, just because I am his wife, I
must be like him. Do you wonder that I loathe
the place ?

WOODLEY : Loathe it ?
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